HERBERT : You will be responsible to the Secre-
tary of State and you will communicate direct
with him. But of course Lord Raglan 5?\C0m-
mander-in-Chief and you must work Iii\<::b-r

operation with his medical officers.               '***""

FLORENCE : Naturally. But the nurses ?

PALMERSTON : Completely under your control.
. . . And now may we have our answer ?

[The   do&r   is   opened  without  knocking.   MRS.
NIGHTINGALE and ELIZABETH return.

MRS. N. : Oh5 I beg your pardon. . . . My dear

Lord Palmers ton-----How nice to see yon. And

Mr. Herbert. Dear me.

HERBERT (presenting DR. SMITH) : Dr. Smith.
Mrs. Nightingale. . . . Of course you know my
wife.

FLORENCE : . . . Perhaps you ought to ask ray
mother. Lord Palmerston.

MRS. N. (indifferently} : What's this, Flo ? Is it a
party ?

FLORENCE (grimly} : I suppose it might be called
a party.

MRS. N. (puzzled) : Well . . . it's very dutiful of
yoUj dear. But I think you're old enough to
decide a little matter like that for yourself.

PALMERSTON : Herbert, you'd better explain.

HERBERT : Mrs. Nightingale, the Government
wants Florence to go to the Crimea and take
charge of the hospitals.

MRS. N. : To go to the war. Florence. The Gov-
ernment.

PALMERSTON : Yes. The Cabinet. We're here
officially.

MRS. N. : But.. . can she do it ?
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